





The Trtgedie 

Wil! pronue a? bluer, blaste and tragjca!!, 

Withdraw thee wretched <^Margret, wljo corn's heere» 
Enter t he Qtteene and the Dutches of 1'ori^e, 

Chs. j4n my youg Princes, ah m.y reader- babes. 

My vnblowne flower, new appearing Tweets, 

If yet your geptlefoules fliein cheaue, • 

And be not'fixt indoome perpetuall, 

H ouer abope me with.yaurairie wings, 

And heare your mothers lamentations,. 

Qtt. Mar. Houer about her, fay that fight, for right, 

Hath dimd your infant morhe,to aged’iWgbt, Y , - .J 

Qu. Wilt thou O God flic from fueh gentle -Iatnbej, 
throw them in the itmailcs of the vVolfe : 

When didft thou fleepe when fueha deed vyas done ? 
Qu,Mar. When hoiy M*tj died, and my fweetc fon. 
T>ut. Blinde fight, dead life, poore mor tall jilting Ghpfi, 
Woes fceaoe, worlds flume, gdUes due by lifevfutpt, 

Reft their ynreft on England* lawful) earth, 

Vnlawfull maded unke with innocents blood. 

Qu. O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue, 

'At chou canft yeeld a melaneholly fc at. 

Then would I bide my bones, not reft them hcete : 
Owhohath anycaufeto moumebutl? 

Dut. So many inilcries hauecraz’d my voyce 
That my woe-weried tongue is route and dumbe, 

Edward plantagenct, why art thou dead ? 

Qt*,Mar. Ifancient forrow be moft rcucreat, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniorie, 

jind let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 

If forrow can admit fociety. 

Tell ouer your woes againe by re wing mine : 

Ihad an Edward t il! &'Rscbardkdd him. 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kill him. • 

Thou hadft an Edward .till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Dut. I had a Richtrd :oo,ind thou didft kill him •• 

I had a Rutland coo, and thou holpt to kill him : 

Q*, I itr. r no a u 1ft i £Un*ci too, till Richard kild him. 
Fxo-n forth the k:au;li of thy wombe hath crept, 




^/Richard the Third, 

A hell hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

7hat Dop^e that had his teeth before his cyer 
7o worry lamb-Sjjnd lap their gendc bloods, 

7*hatiou!c ddacerofGods haady worke, 

71, y wombs lec loo(e to chafe vs to our graues, 

Ovprighc, iuft, and true cjifpofing God, 

How do I tl ankethec, for this carnal! curre 
Preyes on the iffue of his mothers body, 

And make herpue-fellow with others mone. 

Dut. O, Harries wife, triumph not ip my woes, 

God witnelfc with me I haufi wept for thee. 

Qu, Mar. have with me I am hungry for revenge, 
tAn d now J cloie me with beholding it : 

Jhy Edwardhc is dead,that ftabd my E award, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward t, 

Yong Torke , he is butboo^,b.ecauie both they 
Match not che high perfetftion of my Joflc •• 

Thy Clarencehcis dead ,tHju kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke play. 

The adulterate Hajhpgs, Riper s,H, aughan, Gray, 

Vntimely fmothered in thejr duskiegraues, 

Richard y ec liucs,helsblacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their factor to buy foules. 

And feud them thither, but at hand, 

Enfues his pittcous, and vnpittied end, 

Earth gapes, hell burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

T o haue him fuddcnly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bonds ofljfedeare God I pray. 

That I may Hue to fay the JDog is dead. 

thou didft prophefie the time would eom t 
That I flrould wifh for thee to helpe me curfle 
That botteld Ipider, that foule hunch-baekt toad. 

Qu Mar, I call thee then vaine flourifh of my fortune, 

I call thee then poore fliaddow painted Queene, 

The prefentation of but what I was. 

The flittering index of a direfull pageant, 

On^ heau d a hightpbc hurled d.ovvne below, 

A mother onely^ockt with twoiyvect babel, 

A dfcatnc of which thou wert , a breath, a bufeWj 
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